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WINTER SCENES ?INDOORS. 

then a carpenter in a minor theatre, had befriended a 

ballet-girl; and in return, Mademoiselle Corinne 

(Mary Brady) had commenced teaching Turie to 
dance. Through all their poverty and want the 

lessons had continued, and Turie had been an apt 

pupil. A great grief to Corinne was the fact that 
Turie couldn't, or wouldn't, grow fat; and many were 

the comical consultations held with Tim on the sub 

ject. Turie entertained the shrewd idea that more 

food would solve the difficulty; but she kept this 
idea secret, and the others had not yet stumbled on 

it. Unfortunately, Corinne had been away with her 

troupe in the north country-towns, or Turie would 

have gone to her, sure of kindly help. Poor little 

woman ! the Christmas Day was not a very hopeful 
or happy one. Tim's rapidly failing health had kept 
her more at home of late, and her stock of pennies 
had dwindled to one. _ 

With a resolute look f| 
dawning through her tears, 11] 
she started up and wrapped 1 
her ragged shawl about her. II 
A straw bonnet, without H 

trimming of any kind, and i 
so large that it slipped down 1 
and rested on her ears, she 

j 
fastened by tying an old veil J 
over it. From under this 

ludicrous headgear beamed 

the same resolute face, as ; 

she ran down the stairs, 1 

through the narrow street, ; 

and out into a broad tho- i 

roughfare. Watching her j 
chance, she crossed the jl 
crowded street, went into I 
a baker's, and, holding out ;1 
her penny, said: "A pen- | 
n'orth of buttered cakes," :| 
and stood with wistful eyes I 
as the man buttered the 1 
steaming edibles, slapped J 
them together, and bade , 

her " eat 'em 
' 
while they 1 

smoked." She was only a 

child, and her heart swelled 

as the delicious smell rose 

to her pinched nostrils; 
and it .took all her love for 

Tim to restrain her from 

taking just one bite. 

Not a morsel had she 

tasted all day, and hunger 
was tempting her sorely. 

Keeping her head well up, 
so that* no sight of the 
cakes might make her false 

to Tim, she started for the 
j 

opposite side of the street. I 

The roadway was crowded 
j 

with carts, but Turie was not 
| 

afraid. She had almost I 

gained the opposite side, | 
when an infuriated horse 8 if 
broke from its master's 

| 
guiding hand, and sprang i 
forward. Turie heard the I 

warning shouts, and even i 

then would have been safe, || 
but her hat fell forward, 

|| 
blinding her eyes, and in the 

next instant she was under 

the trampling hoofs, down 

in the snow, with the wheels crushing away her life. 

Around the pale form a pitying crowd gathered, 
some only curious, 

? 
many with the Christmas soft 

ness resting in their moistened eyes. 
For she was dead. Her fragile bones were broken 

in many places; and her face, unhurt, and smiling 
with the triumph of a vanquished temptation, and 

one hand grasping the precious food, were all that 

looked like Turie. Just before, a boot-boy had 

ridiculed her comical hat; now, with his bare cold 

hand he strove to shape it round the still face. No 

one seemed to know who she was, or where she lived. 

A poor man drew his cart to the walk, and laid her 

on its rough boards. With an ashamed movement, 
he pulled off his warm coat, covered the broken form 

with it, then drove away with the policeman, and 

faced the bitter day, bare-armed. The matron at the 

hospital dropped tears of sympathy on the white 
flowers she laid around the child face, then kissed 

the peaceful lips, and saw them close her last frail 

house, and bear Turie to the field of everlasting 

quiet. No more of dancing, no more of knitting, no 

more want, but a rest immortal, a peace eternal, and 

the raiment and glory of the angels, for Turie. 

Tim lay quiet after Turie had left him alone, eating 
his cracker slowly, and trying to believe that it satis 

fied him. When it was gone he watched the clouds 

sailing by, and thought of the angels that Turie had 

taught him to believe dwelt in them. Surely Turie 

was staying long! He covered his thin arms more 

closely, for the scrap of fire she had left was ashes, 

cold and dull. A great heavy cloud of gray, he 

thought, must be the home of his father, sturdy and 

strong of yore, and changed in no way in his son's 

mind. Another, soft and bright, he thought must 

hold his young mother, who had left him at his birth ; 

and he knew her waiting for him was almost at an 

end, for his strength failed very fast, and he could 

scarcely lift his head unaided. Surely Turie was a 

long time coming! 
It was getting so dark, the shadows were gathering 

so fast, but he heard no footstep. He felt faint and 

weak from want of food. Slowly the tears rose, and 

dropped silently one by one. It was so dark! A 

frightened sob, and the child-nature conquered as 

the stillness of the room was broken by his sobs. 

He was soon exhausted, and lay terrified and shud 

dering. Then he called : "Turie, Turie." No answer, 

and with a frantic effort he raised himself and slid off 
the bed, falling so heavily that he was stunned. 

He woke with the rays of the candle showing him 
the face of] Corinne, on whose arm his head was 

pillowed, and his crooked limbs covered by the folds 
of her dress. He was too weak to speak ; but, follow 

ing the motion of his lips, Corinne thought he was 

trying to pray, and she said aloud the words of peace 

that came to her. When her voice was still, Tim 

had gone to find his loved ones, and Turie among 
them, little as he knew it. 

Corinne learned one day of Turie's death from a 

chance witness of the scene; and through all her life 

the memory of the tender, self-denying, suffering 
children kept her heart more fresh and pure than it 

might otherwise have been. The large white cloud, 
with the golden edges, and a red light showing 
through, lying at sunset in the far-western sky 

? is 

it not the home of Timothy Quilty and his wife and 
children? ?Etnna Stjierne Jar Isen. 

THE WRECKER'S CHRISTMAS. 

No one, merely familiar with the sloping coasts 

and sandy beaches of the central and Southern por 
tions of the North Ameri 

I, can continent, can form any 
idea what sea-shore life may 
be, on an iron-bound coast 

like that of nearly all Great 
Britain, where the white 

surf is seen breaking at the 

foot of the towering rocks, 

I even in the calmest weather, 
and where the angry and 

raging waves are bursting 
in foam and thunder at any 

approach of storm. Diffi 

cult as navigation may be, 

along even the mildest coast, 
and many as are the perils 

surrounding the mariner 

even under the most favor 

able circumstances, all these 

details are literally nothing, 
where the shelving of a 
beach gives chance for life 

in the event of wreck, com 

pared with the correspond 
I ing perils where the insur 

I mountable cliffs rise sheer 
I from the sea, and where to 

I be dashed against them is to 
I be destroyed beyond hope. 
I As a consequence, the life 

I of the wrecker on the Amer 

1; ican coast, adventurous and 

I; laborious as it may be, is 

Ij little to be compared with 
I! that of the man who devotes 

|; himself to the saving of life 

|| on the corresponding coast 

|| 
of the British Islands. In 

||;. 
that country, life-boats are 

|||: considered among the indis 

|; pensables, at very short dis 

|| 
tances apart from each oth 

j| er; 
and life-boat stations are 

I among the things quite as 
I liberally provided by the 
I government as are light 

I houses, while life-boat ser 

I vice is as carefully taught 

P 
as that of the navy. Rough 

I men?very rough men ? 

I are many of the wreckers of 

1 the British coasts; but they 
I are brave as rough, and 
^1 kindly as brave, in the great 

maioritv of instances: and 

the boldness with which 

they launch in what seems the very face of death, is 

only equaled by the patient fidelity with which they 
watch for what may be an occasion to save life per 
iled on the coast, in fog, \iight or storm. 

Something of this is the story told by the graphic 
picture of 

" 
The Wrecker's Christmas," in the present 

number ? the rough coastman, tarpaulin-clothed 
and sou'westered, thinking with lingering regret of 

the pleasant little home and the rejoicing family 
whom duty will not permit him to join on the sacred 

holiday?looking out from his shelter, over the 

troubled sea, as the night comes down with ap 

proaching, storm, and ready to do all that man may 

do, in the event of a peril by wreck which the prox 
imity of a vessel in distress makes only too prob 
able. Only himself, for the time, reckoning man 

hood ; but by no means alone is the wrecker, with 

the company of his faithful dog, trained like himself 
to save the perishing, and evidently sharing with 

him the belief that the danger will not be avoided, 
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and that a calamity needing the prompt aid of both 

is at hand. Let us hope that that calamity may yet 
be prevented, by some one of the many favorable 

accidents possible in the midst of the unfavorable, 
? 

or that, failing this, the pitiful heart and strong hand 

may be aided to do their duty promptly and suc 

cessfully, to the saving of the periled and joy of 

the waiting. Such is the story of 
" 

The Wrecker's 

Christmas," as it has been that of many such an oc 

casion ; the heroism displayed having scant mention 

even in the newspapers, if at all in the ears and eyes 
of the world, but the good and brave deeds bearing a 

Jiigher and more important record in the knowledge 
of the Master of the Winds and the Ruler of the 

Waves. 

THE WRECKER'S CHRISTMAS. ? Gustav Michel. 

THE CHAMBER SCENE IN " CYMBELINE. 

Scarcely one of the unequaled plays of Shak 

speare is seldomer read than "Cymbeline ; 
" 

and it is 

almost never acted, of late. And yet scarcely one 

of his plays contains more interesting action than 

that which portrays the ill-judging conduct of the 

Briton king; and it may be said that not one, after 

"Hamlet" and" Othello," has more exquisite lan 

guage, while the story is extremely touching and full 

of interest. The picture of 
" 

Iachimo and Imo 

gen," which we give in this connection, deals with 

one of the most interesting portions of the story 
? 

that in which Iachimo, the Italian, having met the 

banished Leonatus, husband of Imogen, abroad, 
and betted with him against the honor of his wife, 

stealthily enters her sleeping-chamber for the pur 

pose of stealing something, and making certain 

observations of the surroundings, sufficient to prove 
to the confident husband that he has been admitted 
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